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MY LIFE AND SOME LETTERS. By 'Mrs
Patrick Campbell. Dodd, Mead & Co.

r~t ^ HE ancient jest connecting the words

j "dotage" and "anecdotage" is given
the lie this season by the generous

outpouring,, of memoirs, reminscences, es4says, biographies and autobiographies from
the vigorous veterans of so many crafts

^
and kinds. Among them are Mrs. Asquith,
Page, -Lano~a^^Morgenthau. to stand for
politics and society, Howe, Miss Ticknor,
Eagan, Machen, Matthews, Howells, Hn-,
nek^r, Dreicer, Kemp and Simmons, representingart or letters. Rainsford. who

speaks for religion, and Drew, Thomas
and Mrs. Patrick Campbell, ornaments of
the stage in its varying aspects. When
such folk choose to talk of their deeds and
days who of us Is not glad to bask in
the mellow Sunshine of their remem'brance? Really it is a most unusual display
and no part of one's winter reading is likely
to be pleasanter than yie perusal of these
backward-looking chronicles.

For enjoyment, stimulation, charm, the
volume by "Mrs. Pat," as her friends are
by way of calling her. will surely rank high.
"My Life and | Some Letters," she has
entitled it, a piquing designation, as if
letters were not part of life, and for most
of us a big and boresome part. Perhaps
Mrs. Campbell means modestly to imply
that in her case they furnish the .chief
attraction of her book, and thlre is somethingto say for the idea since she is in

^-doed fortunate in being able to print
(with their permission, be it added) the
inimitable epistles of Messrs. Shaw and
Barrie, each in his own fashion so fascinating.andwhat a different fashion it
is! G. B.. S.'s sublimated love making, a
kind of innocent Intellectual philandering
with a sound friendship beneath it,
fairly makes one gasp. You feel that

, whether or no he is making love he is
certainly making literature.and are!
oleased to hP nrenont »A »1

. r. aiiu uicou iwu eminenciesare but leaders in a correspondencethat Includes many present day personages.
Regarding this large volume as a piece

if constructive workmanship, it is naively
imperfect. At times it seems hardly mor
than slung together; now chronologic,
then, at the stimulating suggestion of
some personality or place, going back
years and with small attempt to conceal'
the sutures, or to apologize for gaps. But
the judicious, reader wont mind this in
the least. The throbbing life, the pic-
turesque comment by a pen that has a
penchant for the effective word.the rich
personal quality.are all there, and the
subject matter is of a sort to furnish forth
delightful pages.
Few franker books have appeared. Yet

there are reserves, nor Is good taste absent:
as where at the volume's end the author
drops the veil over the results of her
second marriage, that to George CornwallisWest.In everything her own Individuality
dominates, an elusive but most appreciable
thing. In a note to ljer from John Macail,
Oxford professor of poetry, he speaks of
"the queer beautiful radiance that goes
about with you.'' That's just it. the readerfeels. Much of this gets into the

, book, and one responds to it. When Mrs
Campbell is in the moodx she doesn't
hesitate to Interrupt her story with pages
of maxims and epigrams, for all the wo?ld
like an Amiel or a Pascal; and very pungentand happy they often are, as thus,
one of many; "People we love must belove^ as they are. It is a want both of
wisdom and courage on our part.a sort
of drug.this willful blindness, to blame
them, because they fail our vision o'
them." Or again this: "When the animal
nature in man is completely dominant,
we may be sure that the mind is diaeasAnAmerican doctor told me nolKJdy would
be evil If their brain molecules were normal."Once more: "The two best things
to know I learned last- the ~

Lprd's Prayer, and the word Forstve.*'
The revealed Insouciance, the temperamentaln^ure for gayety or gloom in

rtuick transition, may be perhaps related
to the half Italian origin of the author,
iter mother, of whom a beautiful pen
portrait is made, «u of that race. The
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daughter's relation to her, to her Uncle
HOTiry, her devotion, not to say adoration of
her pctor-soldier son, "Beo,'' and her
daughter Stella, also a player in her
mother's company until her marriage in
Africa; the whole tragedy of her wedded

I life with Patrick Campbell, killed in the
Boer War, as was her son in ftie war
from which/we are now staggeringly trying
to recover.all of this is set down vividly,
to give one a sense that in her private ex

periences, in what happens behind life's
curtain, this debonair and seemingly blase
woman has in truth, fceen acquainted with
grief. Her public theater life in America
and England through a distinguished recordof over a generation is of' course
blazoned in a way to be of intense interestto all who love the playhouse and
its triurnpha It is almost frankly set
down, her likes and dislikes equally. (JranvilleBarker rubbed her the wrong way
evidently; contrariwise, she got on fa|
mously with Pinero. JRThat might be called
her professional generosity is markpraisefor fellow players is the major note.
And she prints adverse criticisms of he
work freely, side by side with the eulogy.
On^ of the really valuable things brought
out in her recording is the continual desireof an actress early identified, for better
or worse, with sophisticated parts like
Mrs. Taiiqucray, to do other, contrasted
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THE ADVENTURE OF LIVING. A SUBJECTIVEAUTOBIOGRAPHY. By John
St. Loe Strachey. G. P. Put nam's Sons.

IN treating life as a great adventure Mr.
Strachey h:is found the formula for
writing that well nigh rarest type of

enduring books, an autobiography with an

abiding charm. At the«outset he quotes
the admirable advice given by Sir Thomas
Browne to his son who was about to write
an account of his travels in Hungary. He
urged him strongly to avoid a multitude
of facts and statistics, but on no account
to omit a description of the "Roman ala!baster tomb in the barber's shop at
i'esth." It is because of his almost uii^
canny recognition of what constitutes tlfe
"alabaster tomb element'' in the busy life
of a London journalist that the veteran

editor of the Spectator has produced a
volume as welcome for the rich diversity
of its range in life and in letters as for
the rare clarity of its delightful prose.
As the pivot of his life has been the

Spectator, Mr. Strachey makes the Spectatorthe pivot of his book by devotinghis first chapter to it. While still
an undergraduate at Oxford he had two
sonnets, his earliest contributions to the
press, accepted by it. His first regular connectionwith it, however, grew out of a
review of a new edition of "Gulliver's
Travels," which to his great surprise and
delight evoked enthusiastic and unstinted
praise from the editors. Txtoking back at
what he calls "the lucky accident which
brought the right book, the right reviewer
and the properly tuned editors together,"
Mr. Strachey feels bound to add that the
.juiujincic n^ui iuiu tntii ne naa producedpood copy. But he gives full credit
to the helpful influence of their kindly
praise. "Generous encouragement is the
necessary mental noarishment of youth,
and those who withhold it are not only
foolish but cruel. They are keeping food
from the hungry." More decisive still was
the success of his first appearance as a

political leader writer. Against the protest
of one of the editors he wrote a leader
under the "appallingly dull" title of "The
Privy Council and the Colonies," In which
he sought to show what a potent bond of
empire was to be found in the Judicial
Committee of the Privy Council. His argumentshappened to be just what were
reeded by T.ord Granville, then Colonial
Secretary, who used them as the basis for
an addresti to a deputation of Agents-Generalof the Colonies. F*rom that day Mr.
Strachey was permanently on the editorial
staff, for "it wasn't every day that the
editors of the Upvctator could draw Cabinet
Ministers to advertise their paper."
"Above ail I was fortunate in my father
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3 Story
work. It is the old story of becoming
associated in the public mind with one

type. Her own managerial career in its
selection of plays and parts testifies to
this artistic aspiration. "Soiled Doves"
were not of her own predilection.
The present scribe will always treasure

as one of his rareiit theater experiences
<i itdiu ina,imee in iionuon wnen ivirs

Campbell played Mclisande opposite to
Madame Bernhardt in her omi French
company, in Maeterlinck's beautiful fatalisticdrama "Pelleas and Melisande." It
was then and there borne in on him that
here was in truth a gTeat aHist who could
turn from the Tanquerays and Bella Donnasand George Sands to give a wonderful
impersonation of the exquisite child wife.
Somebody Longfellow, if memory

serves.has said that autobiography" ia
what biography ought to be. When the
publishers asked Mrs. Campbell for a hundredthousand words, she tells us, she
laughed, and said she couldn't write a
letter anybody could read."and I knew
only about thirty words.and some of those
were swear words"! She was wrong;
there is genuine literary atmosphere to this
chronicle, and in that it brings us illuminatinglyinto a close and cordial rela;tion with a person of remarkable accomIplishment, and of unusually winsome perisonaiity. The Life is what a biography
ought to be. And there are depths be1neath the brilliant, shimmering surfaces.
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UC TABER COOPER.
and mother," is the opening sentence to a
delightful chapter on the author's home
impressions. His father was ah ideal talker
to children and young people, because he
had "an innate kindliness and sympathy
with the young, and was in a perpetual
mood to answer questions." His mother!
was a woman of quick intelligence and of
specially attractive personality; vto her we
children owed a great deal in the matter
of manners, . . giving ourselves airs,
or any other form of juvenile vulgarity
were well nigh unforgivable sins." But
what one feels to have been an even more
potent formative influence .was a remarkableold family nurse, Mrs. Leaker. Of
the many anecdotes he relates of her per^haps the most striking is that of her ad|venture in stumbling quite by accident
nnnn tho Vonno nt \*il. i- '. T

"I never thought to see anything so beau-
tiful," she reported, "and the broken arm
did not matter at all, for she stood there
like a goddess." But although all beautiful
things appealed to Mrs. L«eaker, literature
was the element in which she lived:

"She cropped all the flowers in the
fields of literature, prose and verse. . . .

She was quite prepared to read us to
sleep with the witches in 'Macbeth' or
the death scene in 'Othello.' ... As
she sat bent forward, declaiming the
most soul shaking things in Shakespeare
between 9 and 10 at night, we lay in our
beds with our chins on the counterpanes,
snent, soared nut intensely happy. We
loved every word and slept quite well
when the play was finished."
One would like to linger over the chapteron "Boyhood: Poetry and Meter." in

which Mr. Strachey imparts his early passionfor the metrical art and the "deliriumof delight" with which he absorbed
Byron and Shelley, and how he "fell tooth
and nail upon Swinburne. Morris and Rossetti,"and thought, or pretended to think,
that Marlowe. Beaumont and Ben Jonson
were the equals of Shakespeare. Equally
significant are the chapters on Oxford,
which cover the annals of happy days, even
though the author "miserably squirmed his
way through Mods." and brought away a

lifelong animosity toward Greek aorists;
and "the double damned Digamma." Be:n.'illae nf hte inhnrn InnKilliif 1. 1 -.. .« -wv.... ...uuunij vu ictu ii tan-
:ruages Mr. Strachey has b«en a consistent
opponent to compulsory Greek and Latin.
As for such knowledge bringing the ordinaryman into touch with the Greek spirit,
he insists that "it does nothing of the
kind."

^

There is much in the later part of this
autobiography that throws interesting!
light upon world politics, and especially
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THE BREAKING
POINT

ByMaryRobertoRinthart
A home atory more absorbing
than "K." more exciting than
"The Bat." W.00

aLIANold Bennett
A novel of the girt bora to charm,
not to typewrite. Delightful an
"Mr. Prohaaic." IB-OO*

i
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THE
* CATHEDRAL

Hugh Walpole
"He his done nothing so fine before.".NewYork Herald. *2.00

thethreeI,LOVERS
Frank Swinnerton

A sister novel to "Nocturne" and
"Cequette." 12.00

siuSgSSL..
THE JUDGE

Rebecca We»t
"The clear unmistakable UgM at
genius.".New Tork Timet. 92.00

f THE JUST
STEWARD
Richard Dehan I

The power of love to bridge the I
lapse of ages. 12.00 I
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LOVE >

By Robert Hichens
"Hlchens's richest novel since
"Bella Donna'." . Philadelphia
North .American, 02.00

THE ALTAR
STEPS

Compton Mackenzie
The equal of "Sinister Street/'

$2.00

ON TIPTOE:
A Romance ol Ihe Redwoods
Stewart Edward White

The scent of pine and all outdoorsIn an unusual romance.
$1.75

ONE THING IS
CERTAIN
Sophie Kerr

"Admirable restraint. Sure to
linger In the memory.".New York
Times. $1.t0

J. POINDEXTER,
COLORED
By Irvin S. Cobb

Cobb's first novel and a triumph.
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FURTHER

ADVENTURES
OF LAD

Albert Payson Terhune
*2.00
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BALLOONS
Princess Bibesco

Author of "I Have Only Myeelf
To Illame."*2.00
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